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In silence he sits, staring at the walls 
of an empty room.
His cane is perched on the chair—
Waiting.
Still, he stares,
It is not walls he sees,
But tractors, dust and wheat.
He remembers a different world 
Of fourteen-hour workdays 
Spent behind a John Deere,
With dust rising from broken ground 
Before settling again.
The green would break through 
Eventually,
In neat, even rows that slowly covered the ground, 
Growing...
Dying as golden, knee-high stalks with grainy tips 
Which the combine would collect.
Another year of his life cut away.
Daybreak to dusk 
And all that’s left 
Are seeds in a gnarled fist.
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